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and knives with notches in them. All these things
made the repast more enjoyable and strengthened the
illusion. They fancied that they were in the middle
of a journey in Italy on their honeymoon. Before
starting again they went for a walk along the bank
of the river.
The soft blue sky, rounded like a dome, leaned
at the horizon on the indentations of the woods.
On the opposite side, at the end of the meadow,
there was a village steeple; and further away, to the
left, the roof of a house made a red spot on the
river, which wound its way without any apparent
motion. Some rushes bent over it, however, and the
water lightly shook some poles fixed at its edge in
order to hold nets. An osier bow-net and two or
three old fishing-boats might be seen there. Near the
inn a girl in a straw hat was drawing buckets out
of a well. Every time they came up again, Frederick
heard the grating sound of the chain with a feeling
of inexpressible delight.
He had no doubt that he would be happy till the
end of his days, so natural did his felicity appear to
him, so much a part of his life, and so intimately
associated with this woman's being. He was irresist-
ibly impelled to address her with words of endear-
ment. She answered with pretty little speeches, light
taps on the shoulder, displays of tenderness that
charmed him by their unexpectedness. He discov-
ered in her quite a new sort of beauty, in fact, which
was perhaps only the reflection of surrounding things,
unless it happened to bud forth from their hidden
potentialities.
When they were lying down in the middle of the
field, he would stretch himself out with his head on